668               JUDITH PARIS

But they remained, frozen into silence. The '
room seemed chilled by an icy wind from the
cold world outside, although the fire blazed in
the grate. They waited, the two women stand-
ing where they were, Fernyhirst sitting up in
his chair.

Jennifer only whispered once: 'He always
goes to his room/

They heard nothing, for the door was closed:
then, as though the house crashed about their
ears, the door opened and he stood there.

Judith saw at once from his face that he had
known what he would find. Instantly he flung
himself across the room and fell upon Ferny-
hirst, pulling at his shirt, beating his face with
his hand and crying:

'At last! At last! . . . You bloody rat
. . . You whoring, filthy . . .'

Jennifer ran to them, pulled feebly at Francis'
coat and screamed. The table with the chicken
and wine fell over, making a terrible crash.

Judith ran in among them.

* Francis! Francis! Listen! . . , Be quiet!
Be still! The house must not hear, it must not
wake . . . Francis! Francis I *

Francis seemed to hear her, for he stopped
clawing at Fernyhirst and walked away, trembling
from head to foot, his breath coming with a strange
shrill sob,

The scene indeed was very quickly over, for
Fernyhirst, silent and, it seemed, unmoved, rose,
felt the blood that trickled on his cheek, put
on very calmly his waistcoat and coat, picked up